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triangular head I was perhaps 1,000 feet above it and
near the cloud ceiling. To the left, "Je^ova^'s Rest"
with the black cloud seated upon it; to the right, mass
upon mass of rising cloud; in front, ten minutes of flying
over nothing but crag 3,000 feet below. I screwed
myself up to the ordeal. I hardly dared look down. I
composed a little limerick.

Slowly the minutes wore away, and the marching
panorama opened, unfolded itself, widened and showed
the sea. Round the steep cliffs slowly moved the
peninsula, and I mentally measured my gliding distance
as it came more and more underneath me. I came well
out over the rocks where the wadi breaks into the sea
through its mile-wide cleft, turned south, hung over the
peninsula against the rushing wind, and looked back at
the dark menacing hills enwrapped in towering cloud,
by which the gap I had penetrated seemed sealed up.
Before me were clouds again over the opposing cliffs,
but not so dense. I could now throttle down, and steer-
ing so as to avoid the denser masses, I floated slowly down
towards Beersheba. I circled a bit to make sure of
passing over Tel-a-Rad, and had some difficulty in finding
it. A half sunlight was now filtering through, with
intermittent rain showers. Far away I saw Beersheba,
through a pattern of mingled lights and shadows.

After that I passed through quite a sharp rain shower,
flying at about 1,500 feet. Then Goldsmith passed me
a note saying that the starboard radiator stay rod of the
port engine had broken. I asked him if it was advisable
to land at once. He replied that it would be advisable
as soon as conveniently possible. This had gone because
the port engine had started a slight vibration; and if you
get vibration, even ever so slight, something is sure to